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July 23 Absurdly weak, and have to sacrifice the Royal
Tuesday. Welsh Show at Haverfordwest, to which I have
been immensely looking forward. Instead motor to
Southend and try a few shots with the new driver, brassie,
and spoon Winsor has been making for me. One shot with
brassie 220 yards uphill against wind: pretty good for man
in extremis. After which nothing satisfies me but must seek
out local doctor to ask if really am in extremis. Find delightful
boy, a locum, with a bright, stove-like smile like Moray
McLaren.

DOCTOR.   What's wrong ?

J. A.    Funk.

DOCTOR.    Let's just run you over.    (Does so and begins to

J. A.   What's funny?
DOCTOR. You haven't half got an aortic lesion. I could hear
it a mile off !
J. A.   It's compensating., isn't it ?
DOCTOR. It's compensating all right. But it's a hell of a
lesion ! Fm not much of a doctor. Only two years in practice,
as a matter of fact, but I should have recognised your trouble
on my first day at the hospital.
J. A. But it's not my heart that's worrying me. I know
all about that.
DOCTOR (contrite).    Sorry.   What is wrong ?
J. A. Sheer funk. Think I'm going to drop down in my
tracks.
DOCTOR.   When?
J. A.    Now.    Any time.
DOCTOR. Not with that heart you won't. You'll have
lots of warning. Swelled ankles, easily tired, out of puff,
all sorts of things. In the meantime don't play golf in
the sun.
J. A.   I don't.   I play it damn' well in the shade.
DOCTOR. Ah, Rugby's my game. (Discussion about merits
of both games considered as rivals?)